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the edge of tears. * She spoke most insultingly,
comparing me with old Great-Aunt Maria of
Naseby Battle, and making a play of our entertain-
ment, and all for no reason but her own vanity,
because she thought that she was the beauty of
the evening------'

* As indeed she was,' Prosper said with deep
satisfaction. * No one within a mile's race of
her.'

The lilac, rich, warm, pungent, floated in
through the open windows, bathing Judith's
eyes with its lovely odour. Oh, why must they
squabble about this silly business and her own life
on the knife-edge of ruin ? She was here, a grown
woman, to help her cousin, to aid in the family
councils, but she did not feel like a grown woman.
She felt like a little girl, shut in a dark room, ex-
pecting she knew not what terrible entry. What
did they, these comfortable, well-fed Herries, know
of the struggle that these last years had been for
Judith and Georges, the scrapes for money, the
taming of landladies, the corners of Coffee Houses,
the night hours when Judith in her shift, her arm
around Georges, had again and again persuaded
him that all would yet be well? What did they
know . . .?

Then Rose's introduction of her own name
caught her attention.

c There can be no question about the im-
pertinence offered. Ask Judith Paris/

All eyes turned to her. Her head was con-
fused. Her own personal anxiety pressed upon
her heart like a hand closing down on it, and the